CHAPTER VII
SOUNDS  IN  THE   NIGHT
MICHAEL had never heard Fleur cry, r.nd to see her, flung
down across the bed, smothering her sobs in the quilt, gave
him a feeling akin to panic. She stopped at his touch on
her hair, and lay still.
u Buck up, darling ! " he said gently, " If you aren't
one, what docs it matter ? "
She struggled up, and sat cross-legged, her flushed face
smudged with tears, her hair disordered.
" Who cares what one is ?   It's what one's labelled."
" Well, we've labelled her ' Traitress.' "
u As if that made it better! We all talk behind people's
backs. Who minds that ? But how can I go on when
everybody is sniggering and thinking me a lion-hunting
snob ? She'll cry it all over London in revenge, How can
I have any more evenings ? "
Was it for her career, or his, that she was sorrowing ?
Michael went round to the other side of the bed and put
his arms about her from behind,
" Never mind what people think, my child. Sooner or
later one's got to face that anyway."
" It's you who aren't facing it. If I'm not thought nice,
I can't be nice."
" Only the people who really know one matter."
"Nobody   knows   one?"   said   Fleur   sullenly.   "The